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Since English isn't my first language, | make efforts to learn it and study hard, sorry for mistakes in here. 


This day seemed to be hard since the early morning. My coffee was bitter, | hadn't put any sugar in it. This 
taste was so familiar and customary, it reminded of hard work, nervous colleagues, tensed air, upcoming 
deadline.. Yes, my routine. My life was so soaked in this shit, that my being considered it a vital part of its 
relatively long life. But deep down | wanted something new. Some changes. Travelling, changing a job, or maybe 


principals and visions... 


The London underground was overcrowded as usually. | did my best to climb inside the wagon and place myself 
somewhere in between the similar bodies, eager to get to their job as fast as possible. Actually we all had a 
struggle of contradictions. We want to get to job fast, but together with it we want to stay at home under 
the warm blankets with a cup of hot chocolate and the favourite film on TV. My train of thoughts was 
interrupted by mechanical voice announcing the station and the great movement of the crowd, which flooded 


the quay instantly, rushing through the opened doors. But they were met in a conflict with those who tried to 


enter the wagon to be delivered to the next station Fortunately or not, it wasn't my station now. | managed to 


take a seat and submerged into my deep thoughts till the next great movement starts. 


| got to job rather quickly, but my mind was a bit blurred after pondering and comprehending the truths of 
my existence or whatever. | entered the office where there was a bunch of discontented co-workers and piles 
of yet undone work. | put my bag onto the table and drew out some heavy documents of so-called "great 
importance". Then | reached out for a purse and opened it. It stored some of my modest capital and a small 
photo of my favourite band "Iron Maiden". | kept it with love and care. It was considered to protect me from 


all kinds of evils and bring me good luck. And | believed in this made up function 


As | said before, this day seemed to be hard. And so it was. My boss gave me a good talking-to and then 
kicked me back where he dragged me out from. But what else was to be expected from this old bastard, who 
had had his arse stuck to the office armchair for ages? And after that fascinating talk | sent him to an erotic 
journey far and for a long time. Sure, no one would miss him. And my train of thoughts was going on and on 
while | was returning home in a stuffy wagon, where | was lucky to get a seat. My eyes ached like hell after 
the entire day spent in front of the endless pile of documents in a combination with countless litres of 


consumed coffee.. 

"Miss, excuse me.." Someone's voice sounded above my head. "It's my stop." 

| opened my eyes sharply. Have | fallen asleep? | found my head rest on a shoulder of a young man dressed in 
black leather jacket. His extraordinary long hair streamed down to his chest. In a second | realised who was this 
man. Steve Harris! 

"Sorry." | hurried to reply. "Couldn't you tell me what station is it?" 

He named it, and | realised that it was my stop too. Then we both rushed to the exit and after a couple of 
seconds we were on the quay. My legs refused to keep on going wherever, and | was about to fall down on the 


floor. 


"You look exhausted, miss. Let me help you up." Steve held out his hand to me. He led me outside, somehow | 


managed to walk this distance 

"What's your name?" He asked. 

"Ashley" | answered, "Some call me just Ash.. And you don't have to introduce yourself" 

"Why?" He smiled 

"Because | know you. You're Steve Harris from "Iron Maiden’. | have been your fan for six years already." 


My cheeks flushed. Maybe | shouldn't have said it.. What if he considers me a crazy groupie, who's constantly 
thinking about getting laid?!.. Shivers ran down my spine. 


"Wow." He smiled again. Whatever he thought of, Steve didn’t look scared or shocked. "And how did you like our 


last album?" 
"Oh, it's astonishing!" | exclaimed. "I like its idea, it's really cool" 


What a rubbish | was saying! It could only prove my so-called "groupiness". A feeling of some sticky shame 


emerged in my throat. | have defintely said something wrong. 
"Nice to hear that" Steve nodded 

Nevertheless my idol was sitting just next to me, | had a strong wish to run away. Shame was pressing me. 
‘Hey, listen, | have to." My voice trailed off | swallowed feverishly, my heartbeat became more frequent. 
"Ash, what's wrong?" Steve put his hand on my shoulder. "Relax 

| tried to breathe less often What happened to me? 


"Hey, what do you think about going to the local pub?" He suggested. | nodded. Maybe that's what | needed 
after a long day. 


The pub was darkened inside. The hall was half-empty, because some of its often visitors were still working or 
trying to get here. We ordered two beers and | took a seat near the window. | was looking at Steve, then 
through the window, then at Steve again. Awkward silence hovered between us. 

"Er, how are you?" | asked. 

"Fine, thanks. Do you like this beer?" 

"Oh, yes, | do. That's my favourite sort" | rolled a bottle in my hands. 

"Bruce loves this one too. When we gather in a pub, he always orders it." Steve smiled. 

Oh, how adorable he was! | felt charmed seeing his genuine smile. He told some funny stories about Maiden and 
their tours, and none of us noticed that it was already almost nine o'clock! Steve decided to follow me home 
and when | on the threshold, we exchanged telephone numbers. 

"It was nice to spend an evening with you and.. Thanks for beer." | smiled. 


"l enjoyed it too." He lowered his eyes. "Maybe we'll meet whenever else?" 


"Yes, we will. Well, bye then 


Oh, how | didn't want to say it. We could stand there for eternity. 


"Bye, Ash." He got closer and embraced me, wrapping his arms round my waist. | felt my cheeks blush again. A 
smile of pleasure emerged on my face. When we parted, | watched him going away, a feeling of warmth still 


remained in my heart. 


Much time had passed since we had met each other. We became very good friends and we gathered together 
in the pub almost every weekend. Sometimes we gathered with the entire band, telling jokes and funny stories. 


These evenings were the only amusement in my life filled with loads of work. 


But one day Steve called me and said that he wanted to acquaint me with someone. We met at the pub and 


Steve came with some girl, who looked a bit similar to him. 
"Meet Lorraine, my girlfriend." 

"Hi," | said, holding out my hand. "lm Ashley, nice to meet you." 
She shook my hand with some neglect. 

"Nice to meet you too." 


Everything shrinked inside me. | had no clue that he had a girlfriend. He had never told me about her, he had 
never told any of Maiden about her, when we gathered in the pub. Holy shit, | felt a shot of jealousy and 
bitterness from my powerlessness. | couldn't do anything with it. Lorraine spoke in a sweet or even, we say, 
mawkish voice and she was talking mostly about her sweetheart Steve. Maybe she was doing it on purpose to 
make me feel more jealous, or she just had nothing to talk about. | felt like being an extra person in there, 
because both Steve and Lorraine looked nice together, Lorraine even said a word about their upcoming 
engagement and wedding. And this was the last straw. My eyes had started to water at the beginning of the 


evening, but now tears were about to brim over. 
"Sorry," | murmured. "| need to go out" 


| rushed to the exit with no explanations. | didn't want anyone to see my stupid tears. | ran to my house, but 
no matter how fast | was running, tears were already on my cheeks. When | reached my threshold, | realised 
that | have left my bag in the pub, right on my seat. | sat on the stairs and dropped my face in my hands. No, 
it couldn't be like this! Tears watered my palms. Stupid jealousy, stupid me, stupid Lorraine, screw them all, | 
thought. After all, it's not her fault, she loves Steve as much as | do. And Steve didn't tell me that he loved 
me. Not a single time. I'm able to find another guy, | soothed myself. But | could do nothing with my love to 
Steve. All these six years | had had a crush on him, but | never told. | wished he'd known, he'd love me back. 


"Ash, you've left your bag at there." A familiar voice called me. 


| made an effort to raise my head and saw Steve. He sat on the stairs next to me and wrapped his arm round 


my shoulders 
"What's wrong with you?" He asked softly. 

I'd like to reply, but the words got stuck in my throat. 
"Come on, Ash, | want to know what happened! 


"Stevie, | love you. | had had a crush on you all these six years, I've never told you, | know. But | haven't known 


that you had a girlfriend, with whom you are about to engage and marry." 


"Listen, Ash. You don't know one thing. Lorraine WAS my girlfriend. We dated about a year ago. But | knew she 
was cheating on me. No doubt, she's an attractive woman, and she has lots of friends, and there are a lot of 
males among them. First time it was okay, but then.. Something happened to her. We started quarreling more 
and more often, even without an occasion to. Then we finally broke up. Six months later she showed up and 
suggested to forget those old times and start everything once again. Lorraine considered herself being my 
girlfriend already and our meeting coincided with her wish to go to the pub. And then.. You know. Actually | 
have never loved her. Lorraine is that kind of groupies, who want to have much money and getting laid. But | 
didn't know how to tell her. So.. | had to endure it. Gigs with Maiden and picking up new melodies - it was my 
only consolation Until | met you. After this day when we met, | realised that | don't need anyone except you. 


Ashley, | love you too." 


He looked into my eyes and caressed my cheek with his thumb. | put my hand on his and Steve's lips crushed 
into mine. My fingers ran over his skin and reached his neck. Steve stroked my hair and his tongue parted my 
lips to get inside. | felt our tongues interlace and move in some unusual dance. Steve let his hands roam 


somewhere on my back, discovering and exploring new parts of my body. 


‘Love, it's getting colder, maybe let's go inside?" He asked, when our lips parted. | agreed when a shiver ran 


down my spine. Evening has fallen so fast.. 


| found myself lying one the sofa under a soft rug. My favourite film was on TV. Two mighty tattooed arms 


were wrapped around my waist. 
"Enjoy the film, love." Steve said and kissed my head. 


| kissed him back, leaning against his chest. An astonishing feeling of coziness and warmth emerged in my 


heart, like in the first day of our meeting. It remained forever. 


